


To morrow we fhall viiu you againe. 

Prift Swecthealtb and fake dcfitesconfort your grace, . 

Ki« ' T bv owne wi(h wife I thee, in euery place, exit.: 

Boy. Lady,Iwillcommendyoutomineowneheaxt. 

La.Ro. Pray you doc my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy,.\ would you beard it grone» 

Is * *’ 

Bej. Sickest the heart. . ^ 

Z4./?o. Alackc,letitblouA^ . v 

Boy. Would that doe it good f • 

La.Ro. MyPhyflckelayca. 

Boy. Will you priek’c witbyour cyc; - 
La. Ro. i\To p«j»t,with my knife.- 
Xor.-.Now God faucthy life. 

La.Ro. And yours from long lining. . 

cannot flay thankf-gioing. ±.xtti -. 

E^ter Vumainc? .. 

Dftw. Sir^Tprayyouavv<>rd: WhatLady is thatfanac^ 

.^<37, Theheire of AlanfofSfRofa/inbctmmt. 

A gallant Lady , Mounficr fare you well. . 

XoniT. I bcfccch you a. word : what isflic in the wlutc .. 
woman fomctim<c if you faw her in the light, 

hon^. Perehancelightinthclightldcj^ch|rnamCo 

Boj. She hath but one for her fclfe, ^ 

To defire that, were a Ibaroe., 

Long. Pray you fir whofe daughter ^ 

Boj. Her Mothers, I baue heard; 

Long. Gods bluing on your beard. 

Boj. Good (ir be not offended, 

Sbee IS an hey rc o^Faulconbridge. 

Longt Nay, my chollet is civied ; 

Shf^is a moft fwcet Lady^ ExiuLo^ng. » 

Not vnlikc.fir.that may be. . . 

■ E.r.t$Ts^ 
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Lotteshahour^slofiJ. 

Enter Berouvne. . 

Bfr. What’s her name in the cap. . 

My. Katherine by good hap. 

^er. Is flic wedded, or no. . 

Boy. To her will fir, or fo, . 

You arc welcome fir, adiew.' 

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcome to you, Bxiti. . 

Za. Ma.Thit laft is Beroivne^ the mcry mad.cap Lord, i 
Itot a word with him, but a ifft. 

Boy. And cuery ieft but a word. 

^ri. It was well done of youto take him at hii word. , 

I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. , 
La.Mn. Two hot (hccpcs marie. 

Andwherefore not Ships; . 

Boy. No Sheepe (fwcet Lamb) vnleffe wc feede on your lips 
La.. You fheep & I pafture: fliall chat-finifli the 
Boy^ So you grant paflurc for me f 
La. Not fo gentle bcaft» . 

My lips arc no Common, though feu crall they be,. 

Boy. Belonging to whom ? 
ha. To my fortunes and me.,, 

Erin. Good wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. - 
Thiscjuillwarrcof wits were much better vfed. 

andhis Bookemen, for heerc 'cis abus’d.- 
Bo. If my obferuation (which very fcldoroe lies 

By thchcan$ftillRhetorickc,difclofcdwichcycs) 

Deecmcmc not now, infefted. 

Prin. With what? : 

Be. With that which we Loners in title afFtfled. 

Britt. Yourreafon. 

B:(fi Why all hisifehauiours doc roaki thCTCtirc, 

To the Court of hiseyc, peeping through dcfirc. 

His heart like an Agot with your print impreffed, ^ 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride exprcTed. . 

His tongucnllimpiticmto fpeakc and notfcc.. 

Did hailein hts cyefiglicto be.- 

All iencej to that fenCe did make theirrepakc.- : 
*pfcelepijc!ylooking-dnfiu«ll©ffaiicj . 
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